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bag and depart with a ' Hallelujah ' to the uttermost
parts of the earth, and always found ready to help
while laughing at one's fears, it was the result of
battles fought out alone with God, not because he was
blessed with an especially strong or self-reliant tempera-
ment. He had his moments of sore temptation and
dark discouragement. But, as his wife says: 'When
all seemed dark-black his religion was everything to
him. I do not think he had anything apart from it.
His faith that God would do what was right was so
strong.'

Yet there were times in the Commissioner's experi-
ence when he was heavily assailed; as, for instance,
when he writes to his wife:

' You can guess how I 've been feeling when I say how
enormously I was helped yesterday by a kind word from

Colonel J------, who told me how his soul had been stirred

up by the reading of some of my writings, and how much
my reports continue to help.

'Certainly, I am looking for a blessed Sunday, but.last
Sunday never gave me a ray of joy. Of course, I try to* put
my depression down to physical causes and to the continual
uncertainties of my life, but there remains a very uncom-
fortable assurance of not feeling anything like what God's
promises and purposes must be intended to give us all at
such times.

41 do so want to cling to God and get more from Him
somehow, and if He would only make some way for us to
be together in His service! '

The Commissioner had a healthy and appreciative
love for the fellowship of his comrades, and only the
grace of God could have upheld him through his long
periods of solitary travel. Yet he made friends
wherever he went, in spite of his own criticism: ' I
find I am no good in a house; can't chatter; wish I
could!1

Because he was always cheerful, not to say radiant,
while exceedingly  reserved as to his  personal trials,
and frets, the majority of his friends concluded that
he was without them, and used him as a dumping-